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He fixed his lips upon the trembling rind;

It swerved aside, and his embrace declined.

To whom the god : " Because thou canst not be

My mistress* I espouse thee for my tree;

Be thou the prize of honour and renown ;            755

The deathless poet, and the poem, crown.

Thou shalt the Roman festivals adorn,

And., after poets, be by victors worn;

Thou shalt returning Caesar's triumph grace,

When pomps shall in a long procession pass;      760

Wreathed on the post before his palace wait.

And be the sacred guardian of the gate:

Secure from thunder, and unharmed by Jove,

Unfading as the immortal powers above;

And as the locks of Phoebus are unshorn,            765

So shall perpetual green thy boughs adorn*"

tThe grateful Tree was pleased with what lie said,

And shook the shady honours of her head.

THE TRANSFORMATION OF lo INTO AN HEIFML

An ancient forest in Thessalia grows,
Which Tempe's pleasant valley does inclose;      770
Through this the rapid Peneus takes his course,
From Pindus rolling with impetuous force ;
Mists from the river's mighty fall arise,
And deadly damps inclose the cloudy skies;
Perpetual fogs are hanging o'er the wood,             775

And sounds of waters deaf the neighbourhood.
Deep in a rocky cave he makes abode;
A mansion proper for a mourning god.
Here he gives audience; issuing out decrees
To rivers, his dependent deities.                            780

On this occasion hither they resort,
To pay their homage, and to make their court;
All doubtful, whether to congratulate
His daughter's honour, or lament her fate.